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THE DIARY OF DELIA

‘A WEEK later. Cleening
day. Nobody but a
dummed eediot wud put

the desateful-looking matting
down on dacint flures. The
doost and dirt finds a natchell
place to settle down befwane the
cracks. 1 was rubbing it over
wid a damp cloth in Mr. Wolley’s stoody whin he cam in
wid the male. In wan hand he held a grate boonch of
letters, in the uther wan ploomp, fine-looking letter by
itsilf. He looks quare.

““Has Mr. James gon to town yet?” he asks.

“No, sir” ses I. “‘Its riting at home he is to-day. He's
in his room, sir.”

“Ah!” ses the auld gintleman, and, joost thin, Miss
Claire cum into the room. Her cheeks are flooshed and
she looks ixsited and ankshus.

“You have a letter for me, papa, havent you?” ses she.

The auld gintleman had throost the fat letter hastily
into his pocket. As Miss Claire spoke he fussed over the
boonch in his uther hand.

“Let me see,” ses he, going over thim.
nuthing, my deer,” ses he.

She seemed so disappoynted that, for a moment, she
joost stared at the auld gintleman. Then she ses gintly :
““Papa, wasnt there an English male in yistiday?”

“I belave there was,” ses he.

She put out her hand impetchussly and ses she: “Let
me see, papa?”’

She wint over the letters, wan be wan. She picked out
wan little roll, and she ses:

““Nothing—nothing at all for me—ixcipt this.”
she wint out from the room suddintly.

The auld gintleman looked after her wid a look fool of
compashun and guilt. Then he sneeked out of the room.

“You auldd divil!” ses I to mesilf. “Its a letter ye've
got in your pockit for Miss Claire, and the puir thing shull
have it if I have to turn thafe to get it for her.”

‘Wid that I wint after the auld rascal. I hurd the dure
of Mr. James’ room shut, and I wint into the bathroom
adjyning, and, wid wan eer to the dure, I lissened.

“‘James " ses Mr. Wolley stipping in.

“What the —— " began Mr. James and I herd him hop-
ping up in his seet. ““I'm bizzy, father” ses he. “I must
get out this artuckle at latest by noon today,” ses he.
“What is it? What is it?”

“James’’ ses Mr. Wolley, ‘“‘I'm afrade yure sister ——"

“For Hivin’s sake, father,” ses the lad; ‘“hoory up.
Jes what is it?”

There was silinse for a moment, juring which I knowed
from instink Mr. Wolley had tuk out Miss Claire’s letter
and shown it to his son. I prissed up close aginst the dure;
but the kay was inside, and I cud see not a thing. Then I
herd Mr. Wolley say: “You see, it is as we feered. They
are corry S

‘“Hauld on!” ses Mr. James, lowering his voyce, and
again there follered a sylinse. Suddintly, the dure flew
open and I fell upon me face into the room. Mr. James
saized me by the neck of me gown and hauled me oop.

‘“No—there’s
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And, Wid Wan Eer to the Dure, \

“Delia!” ses he; ‘““ef I ever catch you at sooch a thrick
again, I'll —I'll throw you out of the winder,” ses he.
“Now git!” ses he, and I sloonk aff in shame.

I was coming down the stares, scurce looking whare I
wint, whin all of a suddint I seen sumthing which sint me
hart flying into me mouth. There, by the winder, was
Miss Claire striched out on the flure. Her face looked orful
white, and fur a moment the dredful thort cam into me
hed that the puir yung thing was ded. I scramed wid
frite and agunny, and I joomped doon the rist of the
stares and run to the child. The paper was on the flure
beside her—a torn peece of noospaper, and I seen the pin-
cil marks in blue upon it. The family cam rooshing down
whin they herd me scrame, and, at the site of Miss Claire,
they all seemed about to faynt also. Mrs. Wolley guv a
friteful scrame, and Mr. John throo his arms aboot her and
put herinto a chare. Mr. James picked up the bit of paper,
turned it over and red: ‘“Mr. and Mrs. Barclay Robbins
announse the ingagemint of their dorter, Miss Una, to Mr.
Harry Judd Dudley, son of S. Judd Dudley of New York.
The widding will tak place Choosday the 21st. of October.”

There was silince thin, the hole family looking at aich
other and then at puir Miss Claire. Thin Mr. Wolley spoke.
“Boys,” ses he “ carry your sister gintly to her room.”

It were a sorry loonch the family et. Mr. John scurcely
opened his mouth wanse tospake, and Mr. Jamesspoke only
wanse. Hesed camly : “Father,”seshe, I'vede-
sided to refuse the London corryspondunt job.”

Mr. Wolley turned feercely upon little, inner-
sint Billy: “Billy,” ses he, ‘‘ef you play wid
yure salt at the table wanse again,” ses he;
“I'll tak me razer strap to you.”

Thin he tuk 2 angry bits at me rolls, and
stomped oot to the frunt porch. Looking
out, I seen him scowling at the Dudley house.

,\v;;;ther Miss Claire or her mother cum doon to
loonch.

“'Mr. John,” ses I, whin all had left the table ixcipt
him : “Is Miss Claire all rite now?”

He put his fingies into the fingy bowl and wiped
thim thortfully:

“I'm going across the strate.” seshe. “I belave Jane
can make it all rite,” ses he, as if spaking to himsilf.

I was washing the family dishes in the butler's
pantry, when I seen Miss Claire cum saftly doon the
stares. She’d got on a little pink drissing-gown over
her nite dress and her long yillow hare was hanging all
aboot her. She seen me looking at her; but, whin
I wint forward to spake to her, she made a little,

impashunt moshun wid her
hand, and Istud back. Shewint
over to the tillyfone and guv a
number.

Then I herd her say:

“Is this the Planut? Yis.
Well I want the idiotoryell
department. Hello!" ses she,“]
want to spake to Mr. Allun —Allun—I sed Allun,” ses she,
gitting exsited, and she spelled the name. She wated a
bit, and thin: ‘“Good morning, Mr. Allen,”’ ses she. *“This
is Miss Wolley —Wolley —Claire Wolley,” ses she. “Now
lissen —annownce me ingagemint in tomorrer marning's
Planut —and say that I deny it but its so,” ses she, begin-
ning to larf hysturicully. ‘“Whats that?” ses she, “Oh,
his name? His name you said? Why, how silly of me!
His name is—er—Stevin Vandybilt. Oh! thank you,” ses
she. ‘‘Ihopeso,too” sesshe. “What'sthat? Oh! thanks
Yes, yes, of corse, he’s wan of the Vandybilts. Goodbye.”

She toorned aboot, an I seen her grarsp hold of the back
of a chare. She laned aginst it, and she begun to shake,
and thin she larfed. She larfed so hard and quarely that
she fell upon her nees. Then I ran oop to her, and thried
to put me arms about her, but she guv me a feerce poosh,
and, ses she, wid her eyes flushing: “Don’t tooch me!
Dont dare put yure hand upon me. Its all yure folt. It
was you who brort us thegither. It was you who—
Ah, ha ha ha ha ha!"” ses she, larfingand erying thegither.

The widder cam in wid Mr. John, and she run over to
Miss Claire wid her arms spred out.

“O me, deer. Me deer!” ses she, “I worned you! I
told you!”

But Miss Claire has cum back to her sinses.

““Mrs. Bangs,” ses she, “T am not in nade of inny sym-
pithy. Excuse me. Good marning,” ses she, and wint
up the stares and back to her room. We hurd the dure
banged tite.

The widder burst into teers; and, as fur me, puir, loan,
onhappy crachure that I be, I betuk mesilf to me ritched
kitchen and cryed me hart out into me clane, starched
table aprun.

I thort the day wud niver ind, and whin the Frinch
charfer from the Dudleys came over, its small eers I had
for his foine spache:

“Museer,” ses I; “its a hart-broken wumman I am,
and its small cumfut I'm taking in yer perlite langwige
to-nite.”

“Mumsell Delia,” ses he; ‘“belave me on me sacred
onor, I adoar you wid me hart and soal. Be mine,” ses he.

Mr. Moolvaney coming in joost thin, guv a larf at
the Frinchman, which made the puir museer furyis:
‘““Mumsell,” ses he; “I be not of the forchune-hoonting

-sort, as yere frind there,” ses he.

‘““What's that ye're after saying?’’ ses Larry, at wanse.
“Did you spake me name?” ses he.

The Frinchman stud his grownd bravely, and, droring
himsilf prowdly up, faced Mr. Moolvaney wid a stare.

Cryed Me Hart Out into Me Clane, Starched Table Aprun
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“Ah, Go Wan, Larry Mulvaney ! ”” Ses I, Guving Him a Squaze of His Arm

‘“Jaccuse,” ses he, “Museer Mulvaney of wooing the
lady wid his eye on her forchune. Jaccuse’’—ses he, but
Mr. Mulvaney had him by the collar of his coat and museer
was setting outside on the lon befure I cud rise to protist.
Whin Mr. Mulvaney cam back I'm that insinsed wid his
avil manners and the revylashun of his meen and greedy
caracter that I skurcely cud aven look at him.

“‘Mr. Mulvaney,” ses I; ‘‘its a puir, hard working girl I
am, and its a mistake ye're making in yure forchune-
hoonting hart whin ye think I'm after being rich! Ah,
go!” ses I; “I'm doon wid avery wan of you.”

And I wint oop to me milincully room, me hart sore
and aking; for Miss Claire do be hating me feercely now,
and Larry Mulvaney is no better than the Frinchman, but
is after me puir bit of forchune. Ah wirrah! wirrah!
wirrah! Its a sorry day whin me muther bore me.

Nixt day. I was doing up the bed in Mr. Wolley’s room
whin Miss Claire walked in. She wint into her father’s
closet and cam out wid her arms fool of his cotes. These
she set on the bed and camly wint to wark sarching throo
his pockits. Arfter a bit she cam upon
what she’s looking for—the fat litter which
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“Delia,” ses she, in the gintlest voyee, ‘‘ plase forgive
me for my croolty and ingratichude. I've been thort-
less and oongrateful too,” ses she, spaking into the
closet. ‘“For aven oonder the sircumstunces I doant
regret—Harry. So you'll stay—won’t you, Delia?”
ses she.

“Stay miss?” ses I. ““Why, darlint, you cuddent
roon me out wid a steem roller.”

Another day. It do be thray weeks today sinse Miss
Claire's after anounsing her ingagemint to Mr. Vandy-
bilt. The family kept silinse upon the subjeck. Its
a straynge and sad house its after being now.

Both Mr. John and James wint back to there ray-
spictif places in the sity on Siptimber 1st, after having
spint the intyre summer doing there riting at the hoose.

Mr. James do be a famiss riter and there’s hardly a
paper pooblished but has a pichure of himsilf looking
out frum the frunt page, bauld and agrissive looking,
for shure the lad do have his back oop against the
intyre warld. Hes jyned the Soshilist and Annykist
ordher, I'm after rading in the papers, and its intinded
by him (ses wan of the papers, which always nos a
person’s plans befure there made) to live in the slooms
for the rist of his life, devoating himsilf to sittlemint
wark amang the Rooshin Jews.

Mr. Wolley’s masheen broak doon aboot a fortnite
ago, and the auld gintleman is like a child widout his
favrite toy. He do be wayting ivery day for the new
carbureater to arrive, and, manewile, he spinds all his
time fooling about wid the masheen that isn’t rooning
anny longer. Mrs. Wolley has dridful, narviss hidakes,
injooced, so she told me in confydunse, as mooch by
her wurry over Miss Claire as frum anny uther cause.

As for Miss Claire hersilf —Puir child! She do be
that quiet and shrinking in her ways. Theres skurcely
a site I'm getting of the child ixcipt at male times.

Its not warth intering up the milincully ivints of the
sad days, and shure I'll be glad, indade, whin we move
back to town in a fu weeks now.

There be no troo Nites abownding in this sad and
loansum cuntry, for the Nites are an avarashus lot.
Since the news wint abrord that I'm having me little bit
of forchune in the bank, I've been pistered wid the dummed
forchune-hoonters till I begin to look wid soospishun on
ivery dummed man that spakes to me at all.

Ah; its a sad thing to be ritch in these days; for the
lads cum acoorting wid wan eye on yere pockit and the
ither on yere face. Since museer infarmed me of the
greedy hart of Mr. Mulvaney its nivver a sivil ward I've
handed the lad since, and he pretinding to be beside him-
silf wid disthress and begging me ivery day to go wid him
to the praste.

“Mr. Mulvaney,” ses I; “whin Delia O’Malley is riddy
to marry she’ll be choosing a thrifty lad wid a farchune
larger than her own. Ivery dummed wan of those un-
forchnut crachures do be washing after marruge, handing
over there hard-airned wages to the cauld-harted goomps
they’ve been loonyticksenuff to marry. Larry Mulvaney,”
ses I; ‘“‘its a smart lad ye are; but Delia O’Malley sees
throo yere thricks.”

“Delia, me darlint,” ses he, wid such airnestness I'm
almost like to belave him. “I wish,” ses he, ‘“ye’'d tak

Miss Claire Cum Steeling Down, Her Coat
and Hat in Her Hand

yere munney frum the bank and drap it into the well,”
ses he. “Its you I want,” ses he; ‘“not yere auld
munney.”’

“Mr. Mulvaney,” ses I cauldly. ‘“Anny wan but an
eediot,” ses I, “cud fish up a bit of munney put doon in a
well.”

To museer I likewise ixprissed mesilf consarning for-
chune-hoonters in gineral and furrinors in pertickler.

“Museer,” ses I, ‘I oonderstand its the custum in yure
cuntry for the wimmen to guv over there bit of a forchune
to there worthliss hoosbunds?”

“Nay, but me share, Mumsill Delia,” ses he. “‘Is it not
thin a grand custum? Think, sharee,” ses he. ‘‘Hoo shud
be the custoadyun of the joynt wilth of such a onion,
if not the hed of the family? Why, sharee,” ses he
(sharee being Frinch for mavorneen), “it is as it shud
be,” ses he.

““Museer,” ses I, “I may be auld-fashuned, but I shtand
here riddy to state the following facks. I'm a hard wark-
ing girl and befure I'd see me hard airned savings parss
into the hands of a good-fur-nuthing disiloot Frinch hus-
bund I'd throw it into purgatry and burn it oop insted.

Good marning, museer,” ses I. “Will you
plase ixcuse me this avening.”

arrived yistyday. She hild it in her hand
a sicond, her eyes closing oop. Thin, sud-
dintly, she wint over to the fire place. She
toar the litter acrosst, invillip and all, then
neeling throo it into the grate and set it on
fire. Joost thin her father cam in, and she
looked oop at him and smiled.

“Why, Claire?”’ ses he, “ What are you
doin?”

“Papa,”” ses she, ‘‘sumthing told me that
he had ritten. I soospected you yistyday.
I've jest been boorning the letter. Here-
after, papa,”’ ses she, ‘‘whin anny more such
letters cum, trate thim in the same way
—burn thim!—burn thim!—burn thim!"

Thin she stared up at him, wid her cheeks
allred and feverish, and she cryed out sud-
dintly, “ Oh papa! papa!” sesche, crowched
doon on the harth and sobbed, wid her face
all ooncuvvered and the teers joost poring
down.

“My puir Claire!” ses the auld man bro-
kenly. Then he seen me, and spoke in a
feerce voyce: ‘‘Lave the room, Delia!”

Whin I was gitting ondrissed tonite I
herd me dure opening, and I guv a lowd yill,
fer I'm in me chimmy aloan. As Miss Claire
cum in, I rooshed into me closet, and I
spoak to the child frum behind the harf-
closed dure.

“What is it, darlint?” ses I. “Its

A week later. I got ap this marning at
seven. While wiping me face after giving
it a good sousing wid warter, I chanst to
look from me winder. I seen the rane poar-
ing down frum a gray and milincully sky.

“Its a sad day its going to be today,”
ses I to mesilf, little noing the throoth of
the matter.

The day itsilf, to be shure, passed away
as yushil. I warked and cooked.” The
family et. The house looked dark and
gloomy, and I belave it cheered us all up
a bit whin I’'m toorning on the lites.

After dinner I planned to rite to Minny,
and so was hurrying throo the washing of
me pots and pans in the sink whin I herd
me bastemint dure open and close wid a
bang, and ses I to mesilf: ‘‘Its that bauld
Larry Mulvaney walking into me kitchin
widout the dacinsy aven of nocking.” So
I kipt me contemshus back toorned aven
whin the stips cam along throo the baste-
mint hall and paused at me kitchin dure.
Thin I herd a voyce spaking me name:

“Delia!”

I toorned aboot, and thin I lit out a
turrible yell which I shoot up quickly be
throosting me dish cloth into me open
mouth. For there, sthtaning in me kitchin,
his long coat dripping wid water, the coller

ashamed I am fur you to see me in
dishabeel. What is it, swatehart?”

She Wint Over to the Tillyfone and Guv a Number

toorned up about his eers, and his saft
filt hat pooled doon over his eyes, was
Original fram
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Mr. Harry Dudley himsilf. His eyes looked straynge, and
his face was all oonshavin aboot the chin. He cum tords
me quickly and clapped a hand on me showlder. If I
hadent reckynised the lad, shure I'd be taking him for a
thramp.

““Go upstares,” ses he; ‘“and bring Claire—Miss Wolley
doon. I want,” ses he, ‘“to see her at wanse.”

“Yes, sir”’ ses I, trimbling wid ixsitemint; for he do
have the wild look of a mainyack in his eye.

I rooshed up the stares to Miss Claire’s room, and, for-
gitting to nock, wint in.

““Miss Claire,” ses I, me breth cuming in gasps, “ w-wud
ye be so kind to step into me kitchin a moment.”

She stud up, looking at me surprysed and bewildyed.

““What's the matter, Delia?”’ ses she.

‘“Plase hilp me, Miss Claire,” ses I. “‘For Hivin's sake,”
ses I, gitting exsited, “cum down at wanse.”

‘‘Are you and Larry fiting again?’’ ses she. ‘“What can
I do this time? " ses she, but she let me leed her along doon
the stares, and thegither we cum to the bastemint. Me
kitchin dure was open, and, I belave, she seen Mr. Harry
setting there befure shes cum into the room; fur all of
a suddint she guv a turrible start and pulled away frum
me arm, trying to go back oop the stares. At that I called:
“Mr. Harry!”

And thin he stud up, and she wint slowly tord him.
They stud for a moment, looking at aich uther, widout
spaking a wurd. Then, he tuk his hat off and put it on
the table, and she thried to spake and cuddent say a word.
I seen her looking wid horrer at his dripping clothes and
wite, haggud face, and, I belave, she guv a little sob; for
so it sownded. Thin he spake in a saft voyce, looking at
her full in the eyes.

“Claire,” ses he; ‘I tuk a bote back fur home harf an
hour after yure letter and that—that—cursed paper
came,” ses he. Thin he stopped a bit. “I've cum up
strate from the steemer now. I havent been home. Tell
me the trooth,” ses he. ‘“Why did you threat me in that
way?” ses he.
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She did not anser, but the culur cum back to her pale
face and she raysed up her hed prowdly.

“Am I to belave,” ses he; ‘that you wud throw me
over for a chap wid more munney? Claire!” He wint a
step tord her, his hands hild out. ‘“For Hivin’s sake,” ses
he ““till me that it is all sum horribul mistake.”

She wint back frum him.

“Mr. Dudley,” ses she. “I quistshun yure rite to in-
quire into me affares; but, if you wish me simply to ver-
ryfy the annowncemint of me ingagemint to Mr. Vandyhbilt,
I do so.”

He guv a grone, and set down in the chare, laning for-
ward, wid his hands prissed thegither.

Miss Claire stud there cauldly, but she did not look at
Mr. Harry anny more.

Suddintly he throo back his hed and guv a little larf.
Thin he got up and picked up his hat and moved tord the
dure.

‘‘Stop!” ses Miss Claire, toorning rownd suddintly.
‘“Wait wan minit "’ ses she. ‘‘Ansser me this, Mr. Dudley,”
ses she. ‘What rite have you, an ingaged man, to spake
to me in such a way?”

‘“What rite have 17"’ ses he, looking bitterly amoosed.
“Yes,” ses he, ‘“throo. I was ingaged wance, Miss

Wolley. I belave,” ses he, ‘“that I guv you me muther’s
ring.”

““No!” ses she, and her vyse rung out pashunutly. “Not
that! I dont meen that ingagemint—ef you idered

it ever such,” ses she, and her voyce catched oop in her
throte which she hild wid her hand. ‘I mane,” ses she,
‘‘yure ingagemint to Una Robbins. You —"

He looked so flabbygasted that she stopped.

‘“What do you mane?” ses he.

““Oh, you know, you know,” ses she. ‘‘Befure you were
gone a fortnite,” ses she ‘“yure ingagemint was an-
nownced.”

“My ingage ——? Claire!” ses he horsely, and he
saized hold of her hand vilintly. “There’s sum misurble
mistake. You've been misled, desaved.”
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‘“No, no, no!” ses she, struggling to free her hands,
which he let go suddintly. ‘It was annownsed,"” ses she.
“You know it. You know it.”

‘““Annownced whare?"” ses he cauldly.

‘“In the London Queen.”

“When?"”

“I doant —"

It was thin I spoke up; for I'd taken the paper frum
the recipshun hall the day Miss Claire faynted, intinding
to burn the dummed thing. I now guv it to Mr. Harry.
He toorned it over contemshusly. Thin, he guv the paper
a long scrootiny. Finully, he looked up and fixed his eyes
on Miss Claire. His voyse wuz very cam and quiet.

“This notiss,” ses he; ‘‘was published esactly three
and a half yeers ago. If you had aven taken the thrubble
to examine the paper you wud have seen that, aven tho
the date is torn off. Thank you for your faith in me,” ses
he. “Who sint this I do not no. Probably my father.
And now,” ses he, ‘““there’s nothing more to say. I hope
you will be happy, Claire. I dont know Vandybilt” ses
he; “but—still I hope you will be happy. Goodnite,”
ses he; and he wint oot of the dure, widout looking at her
again.

I seen her wake oop like wan coming out of a transe.
She guv a little moan, and thin she wint following after
him to the hall.

“Harry! Harry!” she called in the dark. I herd him
stop short, and thin her voyse again. ‘Oh, forgive me!"”
ses she. ‘“I—I—faynted at the time. I never sor the
paper again. My—my hart was broken, for I loved you
so—I love you yet,” ses she.

And thin I hurd him joomp tord her.

‘‘But yure—ingagemint to Vandybilt?” ses he horsely.

“There’s no Mr.Vandybilt,”” sesshe. “I—Imadeitup”
ses she; and, then, she stopped spaking and crying too, fur
he's got his arms aboot her and her lips closed oop wid his.

I toorned away and sobbed. How long they stud I do
not know; but it was a long time whin finully he starts

(Continued on Page 24)

THE CAVE MAN

Wistar, Haggard and Spectral, Walked,
Cautious and Erect, up the Marble Steps

XXXI

HEN Minot returned from his interview with
V" Sears his report of the old man’s attitude con-
firmed Wistar’s worst apprehensions. It took
no clairvoyance to read in it the vacillation of a soul sorely
tried —the traditions and habits of a gentleman in unequal
combat with plausible temptation and inherent moral

weakness.

“I'm going to get up and go out,” Wistar announced to
the nurse.

There was something in his voice that alarmed her.
But she speedily recovered confidence. “Try it,” she
said. It was a bold course to take, but she trusted in her
patient’s good sense.

Slowly Wistar rose in bed, his face tortured with pain.

“Bravo!” she said, mocking him. “You stand it
almost as well as a woman would. But now let’s see you
walk!” After so long a spell in bed the strongest man is
like a baby in its first effort to command its legs.

Wistar rose to his feet, and, though his head swam, he
managed to make his way to where his clothes were laid in
the wardrobe. ‘“My dear Miss Peters,” he said, ‘“for
three weeks I have been flicking my muscles, just so I
could do this if I had to.”
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“You sha'n’'t go!” she cried, now thoroughly alarmed.
““Onestrain on yoursideand you will tear open the wound!”’

Wistar had been moving with catlike softness and
smoothness of motion. “I know it,” he said. ‘That’s
why I'm so careful.”

“You are risking your life!” she cried. And Minot,
standing by, took part with her.

“The lives of others are at stake,” he said to Minot.
“Will you kindly tell Mrs. Minot —my own condition en-
titles me to be heard —that she is to take care of her health?
1 guarantee that she is justified —that she would not be
justified if she didn’t!” Then he turned to the nurse.
‘“And it's a matter of more than life, Miss Peters. Itisa
matter of justice and honor. If you try to force me back I
shall resist —you know what that may mean! Let me go
and I shall see that no harm is done to the wound.”

If Miss Peters had known the crisis as well as she knew
the man, she would have sat on his head as it had lain on
the pillow.

‘When the motor entered Washington Square and glided
up to the curb, Judith had been looking out at the win-
dow; and as Wistar, haggard and spectral, walked, cau-
tious and erect, up the marble steps, supported between

Minot and Miss Peters, she hurried to the door. Intui-
tively she took in the situation. “You mustn’t!” she
pleaded. ‘‘All that we promised you—father, Stanley—as
long asyoulive, they must keep their word. By risking your
life you risk everything! Andwhat can you possibly gain!”

His suffering made him benign. *‘I gain this,” he said,
‘““that after to-day there will no longer be any doubt about
the new things. I love the old ones, but I know they
ought all to be more so.”

“It’s no use,” said Minot; and even Miss Peters pleaded
that he might be allowed to do what he must as quickly as
possible. So they toiled up the stairs within, and presently
Wistar stood before his four associates, the anguished
pallor of his cheeks standing out from the black necker-
chief and fur coat which he had thrown around him.

““Am I in time?" he asked of Gnderdonk.

“Yes! To be bundled back to bed, where you belong!”

“Am I in time!” Wistar repeated sternly.

“Just in time,” said Billy, obeying a sign from Minot
and Miss Peters.

Wistar sank back into an easy chair and looked about

him. ‘“What I say must be short. But it will be to the
point. Where are we?”’
I|'-l.'::g_-.:,l_ ,:,: T
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We Have Put
Over2000 Men
In This Profit-
able Business

‘Whether you want to build your own
home, or get it built, or start in this
yrofitable business as a contractor or

uilder, don’t fail to write to me at
once and let me write you personally,
as President of this Company, what a
liberal proposition we_have to make to
you, and all about Concrete and the
Corncrete Business.

We have helped thousands of men to
build handsome homes at the least pos-
sible expense to them. We ha 1so
put over 2000 men in this profitable
business of making Miracle Concrete
Building Blocks.

You Can Start Now on 90

Days’ Free Trial or Build

Your Home of Miracle
Concrete Blocks

We will send you a Miracle Block
Machine and a set of molds for mak-
ing various faces, styles and sizes of
Miracle Concrete Building Blocks
on 90 days’ free trial.

Then all you need i
cement, and you can easily find out in
that time how practical it will be to
build your home this way. Or you can
quickly establish a very profitable busi-
ness. Because the increasing demand
for Miracle Double-Staggered Air Space
Building Blocks is fast exceeding the
SHK ly.

iracle Concrete Blocks are the only
concrete building blocks — the onl
building material which makes a wall
that is actually Frost-proof — Moisture=
proof, and at the same time — Fire=
roof — Vermin=proof — Proof against
eat and cold.

They are more convenient, more effi-
cient, handsomer, far-more durable,
cost less and make stronger walls than
wood, brick or stone.

Write Today For 114-Page
Book on Concrete—the
Great New Industry

Iressed like

nd, water and

o ought to have our 11+-page Concrete
ith over 500 illustrations. It covers the
Concrete Industry thoroughly— it shows over
100 designs of blocks — shows the
specifications — tells you ho
$500 house to a $50,000 offic i
want it, enclose 24c in stamps for postage and
packing, but write anyway and let me write
you personally al without
costto you. Write me

0. U. MIRACLE, President
Miracle Pressed

Stone Co.

285 Wilder Street
Minueapolis

THE SATURDAY

THE DIARY
OF DELIA

(Continued from Puge 12)
to spake again: ‘‘Claire—my darlint!” ses
he, and then again they wuz silint.

Then afterawile: “ What willwe do? " ses
she;‘‘ we—we cant give aich uther up now.”

He larfed like a boy.

“Give aich uther up?” ses he. “Why,
we belong to aich uther. Now lissen, dar-
lint. I havent a cint to me name. Dad
has kept me practicully pinnyliss lately;
but I maniged to borrer enuff to get back
here. I've niver dun a stroke of work in
me life, but I've a good ijjit un—I'm
yung, strong and willing. I've been offered
a job out West wid a stepbruther of me
muther’s, and we’ll go there as soon as I
can rayse the munney to tak us. Oh, my
little love!” ses he. ‘I only wish I cud
take you away tonite and kape you wid me
allways.”

“Tak me—tak me, Harry!” ses she,
clin%ing abouthisneck. ‘‘Letusgotonite.”

“I wish we cud,” ses he. ‘““But look!”
And he drew her into the lite of me kitchin
and toorned out all his pockits and shown
her how imty they was. It was then a
brillyunt thort cum into the hed of Delia
O’Malley.

“Mr. Harry,” ses I, interrupting, ““will
you be excoosing me for putting a quis-
chun?”

“What is it, Delia ?”’ ses he kindly.

‘““How mooch is it ye’re nading?’’ ses I.

He smiled.

“A few hundred only,” ses he. ‘“Just
enuff for our imejit ixpinses. Its absurd,
but I havent a red sint,” ses he. “1l
borrer or steel it if I have to,” ses he, trying
to larf, the (fuir lad.

“Mr. Dudley,” ses I, “will ye be doing
a puir, loan, hard-warking girl a favor?”

““Why, certainly,” ses he. ‘‘What can
I do for you?”

“It’s siven hundred dollars I'm after
having in me stocking. I droo it oot of the
bank oanly a day or two ago, fur the
dummed wilth do be the bane of me exist-
unse. Shure I'll nivver know am‘ﬁ' pace
of mind so long as I'm ritch. Mr. Mulvane,
do protist that he wishes me munney soon
in hell, and Museer is after saying he loves
me better than me bagatell. Its tisting the
lads I'd be doing; and, ef ye’ll do me the
favor of accipting me bit of munney ——”

““Oh, Delia!” ses Miss Claire.

“No, no,” ses Mr. Harry at wanse; but
she pulled down his face, and whispered in
his eer, and suddintly he toorned and
beemed at me.

“Very good! Delia,” ses he; ‘“‘guv me
the munney.”

I wint into the china closet and tuk it
frum me stocking—thin I brort it over to
Mr. Harry. He hild on to me hand after
taking it, and his voyse trimbled a bit.
‘“Yere a foine woman,” ses he, ‘“‘and its a
lucky chap who gets you. Your bit of
munney,” ses he, ‘“will be ten times its size
whin it reeches you again.

‘“Now, Claire, darlint,” ses he, and he
luks at her wid shining eyes, hers smiling
back at him. “Will you go wid me—
tonite "

““Give me five minits” ses she, smiling
saftly, “to get me hat and coat.”

‘‘Make it 2,” ses he, and he let her go.

He put his watch on the table. ter a
sicond: ““One minit!” ses he, and waches
the stares. ‘One and a harf!” ses he, and,
joost thin, the bastemint dure be rung,
and I let in both Museer and Larry Mul-
vaney, pushing and ilboing by aich uther.

“Two minutes!”’ ses Mr. Harry, and thin
we herd the dure on top of the bastemint
steps open, and Miss Claire cum steeling
down, her coat and hat in her hand.

“Tiley are all in there rooms,” ses she,
wispering. Thin she seen Museer an
Larry, both of thim wid there mouths and
eyes gaping at Mr. H: . He was smiling
?uarely, and he toorned to Museer: “Al-
onse!” ses he, ‘“‘ye’ve arrived in the nich
of time. I want you,” ses he; ‘‘to go back
to our place and get riddy the big Pinkard.
‘We'll be over in a sicond.”

Museer bowed, but he hisitated a minit.

““Well?”” ses Mr. Harry. ‘‘What are you
waiting for?”

““Whare is it Museer wishes to go?”’ ses
the Frinchman, rubbing his hands narvissly
thegither, and giving a look at Miss Claire.

“To New Rosette,” ses Mr. Harry smil-
ing. “I know a gat’son there,” ses he,
“will do it in a jiffy. His name’s Ham-
mond” ses he, and thin, suddintly, he
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For BRIDGE (

You need make no errors with “/ze
hand that is down” if you
play Bridge with these new 83
Bridge Cards with ‘‘Jumbo Indexes.”
You can see the index figures (shown
exact size in cut) across a room. This
saves eye-strain and prevents errors.

All leading dealers carry stocks of
these cards. Ask for 88 Bridge with
“Jumbo Indexes’’— the only cards made
with these mammoth readable indexes.
The price is only 40 cents a pack.

If your dealer has no stock, send us
one dollar and we will forward, postpaid,
two packs (one red and one blue back)
of these eye-saving, error-preventing
Bridge Cards, and in the package we
will include one copy each of our books
‘“Card Games and How to Play Them,”
and ‘‘ Entertaining With Cards” (regular
price 25c each). These books tell how
to entertain successfully and give rules
and directions for playing all popular
card games. Everyone who loves home
amusements should have copies of
these books, for they not only teach
you how to entertain your friends but
show many games which will interest

the family.
We also make the famous Congress

Cards, with Picture Backs printed in
gold and many colors. Seven of our
newest and most novel designs are
shown below (though of course these
cuts can give you no idea of the beauti-
ful colors of the cards themselves).

Such cards give to every card enter-
tainment ke ]ﬁnishz‘nz louch of ele-
gance. New, fresh cards have become
a necessity at all card parties, but
Congress Cards with picture backs
add  distinction to your entertain-
ments. You can always find novellies in
Congress Card backs because we are
constantly getting out new and original
designs.

Write us and we will send you a circu-
lar showing nearly 100 different designs
of backs on Congress Cards. Or—if
you wish to select from the backs below,
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JUMBO INDEXES

COPYRIGHT, 1895' 9-1906.8Y
e US Piaving Caro Co.
CINCINNATI, US.A

RUSSELL & MORGAN FACTORIES .

send us your order at the rate of 50 cents per
pack and we will ship you the cards direct,
prepaid —that is, if your dealer does not have
them.

Congress Cards shuffle easily and are so finely

enameled that they will not “‘stick’ unless very
badly soiled.

Special April Offer

For a $2.00 bill, we will send, posipaid, two

packs of 88 Bridge Cards, Jumbo Indexes, as
shown above — (conventional backs, one red and
one blue)—two packs of Congress Cards with
picture backs— (make your own selection from
those shown below) and one copy each of our
books, ‘“Card Games and How to Play Them”
and ‘‘ Entertaining With Cards.”

United States Playing Card Co.

1203 Congress Court, Cincinnati, Ohio

Copyright, 1906, %
by The U. 5. Playing Card Co.

Congress Cards—picture backs

Peerless Motors
Are as Near Perfect

as Good Design, Good Ma-
terials, Good Workmanship
and exact “Know How”
make possible.

Peerless Motors are Good Motors.

NO SHAFTING

The Peerless Electric Co.
Factory and General Offices: Warren, Ohio, U.S.A.

C. 0. Hall, 130 W. 25th Bt., New York.

Llndsle! & Allen Elect. Co., 257-259 Eddy St., Providence,R. I.
R. W. Swift, 38 Lafayette Ave., Detroit.

Am. Type Founders Co., 121 No. Broadway, Los Angeles.
Fobes Supply Co., 1406 First Ave., Seattle.

Anderson & Nachman, 310 Dearborn 8t., Chicago.

Elect. Mach. & Spec. Co., 204-208 Franklin Ave., St. Louis.
Ben F. Barbour Plbg. & Elec. Co., 2119 3rd 8t., Birmingham, Ala.
Pacific States Type Foundry, 508 Clay St., Ban Francisco.

Dry
Warm
Light

A Rig for Men
‘Who Drive in
All Weathers

justs for fine weather —one buggy for
, comfort all the time. Your money
back if you are not thoroughly satisfied. Write
for catalog R giving all details.

Fouts & Hunter Carriage Mig. Co.
141 S. Third St., Terre Haute, Ind.

Which Floor Do You Prefer?

If the one to the right, let us tell you how easily it is done in thousands
of homes, offices, institutions, hotels, stores, schools, etc., by the use of

GRIPPIN’S FLOOR CRACK FILLER AND FINISHES

Our improved method
of finishing all floors.

Sanitary, simple and
inexpensive. Skilled
labor is not necessary.

Write now for our descrip-
tive matter which is inter-
esting and free. Address
GRIPPIN MFG. CO.
Dept. 4, Newark, New York

AFTER TREATIENT




The ELGIN
for All

The name ELGIN embraces
many grades of watch movements
—all of superior time-keeping
qualities.

The grades differ in price accord-
ing to the cost of construction—
each grade being the best watch
value for the money.

The man who wants an accurate
watch, at a popular price, should
buy the G. M. WHEELER Grade
ELGIN —

“The Watch that’s made
for the Majority.”’
17 jewels; adjusted to temperature;
micrometric regulator.

This ELGIN Watch can be had
in the desirable models and sizes
suitable for men and boys.

ELGIN Watches of equal grade
for ladies, at moderate prices.

ELGIN NATIONAL WATCH CO.,

Elgin, ll.

ROYAL

YVELOX

A new paper with all the Velox
simplicity but coated on a mellow
toned stock that adds breadth and
softness to the picture.

When sepia toned, with Velox
Re-Developer, Royal Velox has the
delicacyandcharmofanold etching.

At all Kodak Dealers.

Nepera Division,
EASTMAN KODAK CO.
Rochester, N. Y.

Youare alw
buy Spenceria
They'ree
Good writers buy Sp.
they don't splatter the i
Thzy are made for e

s sure of good pens when you
Pens.
n of pof

and uniform in quality.
cerian Pens because

y style of writing.

There’s one made for yc
We'll send you a sample card of 12 pe
ent patterns, upon receipt of 6 cents ir

SPENCERIAN PEN CO0., 349 Broadway, New York.

“DO YOU LIKE HONEY?”
Delicious haney canly. Nebraska pure honey doc pound. English
Walnut Butter Scotch 50c pound. Sample hoxes 10c. All postpaicl.
HONEY CANDY CO., ALBION, NEBRASKA
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turned tord me.

fonse,” ses he,

ixpicting you bacl

little forchune.”
“Mon Joor! Sacrey!” ses Museer, and

looked at me wid his eyes boolging out.

Th'incl‘xle stamped oot, swaring tarribly in
nch.

Larry guv me wan look, thin he b to
wissel, excusing himsilf a moment after to
Miss Claire.

Mr. Harry hilped Miss Claire on wid her
coat, and buttoned it up snug to her chin.
“For,” ses he; ‘“‘its cold and raining, and
we have quite a trip to make,” ses he.

Thin, we all started out frum the house,
Mr. Dudley almost carrying Miss Claire
over the wet ltin,bant%‘ Larry Mulvaney

ing me tite the arm.
graae got into tKe ﬁudle driveway and
cum up befure the grate barn. Then we
seen museer at the tllll;{:one. Hes spaking
franticully harf in inch and harf in
English.  Mr. Harry putrifyes him wid a
look, and he drappeg the tillyfone and
turned sowerly to the big ortermobile,
retinding to start it. Mr. Harry helped
R{iss Claire into the tonno, thin the Frinch-
man climed in frunt. Mr. Harry foosed a
bit wid the masheenery, thin he joomped
in beside the Frinchman, and all of a sud-
dint heseesed the weel frum the Frinchmans
hands, guv a toot to his horn, and wint
flying out of the barn dure, joost as auld
NK‘. %)udley cum rooninﬁ frum the house
waving his hands and showting:

‘“‘Alfonse! Alfonse!”

He cum into the barn farely choking
wid rage. The nixt moment he seen Larry
and me.

“Larry!” ses he, and he climbed into the
uther masheen, standing there. ‘‘Overtake
those loonyticks,”” ses he, ‘“and I'll make
you a ritch man.”

“I will,” ses Larry; ‘I kin beet anny
Frinchman living.”

1 fowned me way home erloan, Larry
the crool-harted miscreent wid his avoree-
shus hart having obeyed the order of Mr.
Dudley. As I cum into me kitchin I fownd
the hole Wolley family, wid the ixcipshun
of Mrs. Wolley and the babby, waiting for

me.

“Whare have you been?’” shouted Mr.
James, and Mr. Wolley guv me a look fit
to kill me.

““Theres no yuse attimting to desave us,
Delia,” ses Mr. John quietly,the only cam
wan of the boonch. “The Dudley charfer
tillyfoned us the facks a minit sense.
Now, whare’s Claire? I presoom,” ses he,
“they were stopped in time?”

“Not by a dummed site, sir,” ses I,
gitting turribly inraged wid the site of the
thray strapping men pursooing the puir,
yung, luving-harted crachures. ‘‘They’ve

ot a good start of that desateful Larry
g{ulvaney, and Mr. Harry himsilf has got
the wheel.”

Mr. Wolley let out a larf of scorn.

“Boys,” ses he; ‘‘me new carbureater
arrived yistyday. We'll overtake that
Frinch car in harf an our.”

Wid that they all wint for the barn, got
out the car and in there exsitemint let me
climb in wid them also.

Well, we wint spinning at a turrible
spead along the auld Boston Post Road;
but never a site did we get of the Dudley
Frinch car.

The roads was turrible for the stiddy
rains of the larst week do be cutting it up
into ditches, and manny a time me hart
was in me mouth feering we'd be goinﬁ
into the gutter. The nite wa;r})itch dar
and the ilictrick lites over harf the road
being out wid the lightning.

As we cam whizzing along over a wild
and loansum cuntry we herd a straynge
sownd, like sumwan hollering for hilp, and
then we seen a lite ahed. We roon up
beside it and there in the road was anuther
masheen. It was so dark we cud not see
the gintleman but whin I herd his voyce I
guv a start.

‘“‘Can you tak me as faras New Rosette?”
ses he. “I'm soaking wet and cold,” ses
he, ““and me man dont understand the
meck of this h *

“Climb in,” ses Mr. Wolley gruffly, and
he got in at the back.

e started aff again, and by and by we
cam at last to New Rosette. We wint,
feeling our way arowned the strates, wid
the rane beeting doon upon our lether top
and the thoonder and lightning litting out
a crack avery wanse in a wile.

Thin, suddintly, we cam to a stop.
Theres a gas lite burning in the strate, and
setting back a bit from the road on a lumpy

“And by the way, Al-
“puir Delia here will be
airly. She’s lost her
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Any Good Judge of Ciga rs

cantell a good cigar after “helights up” and smokesit.
But then he's paid out his money and if the cigar
is a disappointment, he loses both his money and
the half hour's enjoyment he looked for.
Any man can guess—and many do. But what
Jou want is a sure way of judging bcforchand.
That's exactly why we adopted the Triangle A
mark of merit—so yox would have a simple and sure
sign by which to distinguish the best brands of cigars.
You know why the cigars identified by the
“Triangle A" are the best cigars made. We have
told you how our new scientific processes of refining
and blending tobacco have produced a quality far im-
proved over that of former years and unmistakably
better than cigars still made by other manufacturers.

It’s Easy to Distinguish the Best
Brands of Cigars

If you have put our claims to the test before
to-day you will zzow that the Triangle A means all
and even more than we say it does. If you have
not yet made a test-smoke of any Triangle A brand
we suggest that you do so today.

You'll find the Triangle A merit mark stamped
on the boxes of many different brands of different
names—all of them different blends at various prices
to suit different requirements of American smokers.

If you care to critically compare our cigars with
the brands of any other manufacturer sold at the same
price, we know you will be even more thoroughly
convinced of the better values weare able to offer you.

As representative “Triangle A" brands we mention

The New Cremo (Victoria), Anna Held, George \V. Childs
(Cabinets), Buck, Spanaflora, Tarita, Stickney’s New Tarift, Cubanola,
The Continental (1oc. and 4 for 2sc.), Chancellor (10c,), Caswell
Club (roc.), Royal Bengals (Little Cigars, 1o for 15¢.), The Unico,
Benefactor, Capt. Marryat, Roxboro, Gen. Braddock, Orlando (10c.),
and the Palma de Cuba and Isle of Pines.

Book of complete cigar information sent free

Every smoker should be thoroughly informed concerning
cigar qualitics and cigar values for his own protection. Our
booklet ““A Square Deal for Every Cigar Smoker” gives facts
you'll be glad to know — information that is worth money to
you. A postal request will bring youa copy. Send for it today.

Department “B,”AMERICAN CIGAR COMPANY

111 Fifth Avenue, New York




26 THE SATURDAY EVENING POST

March 16, 1907

bit of lon I seen what looked like a church

and, at its very dure, indade there stud the
g‘ate Frinch ortermobile of Mr. Dudley.
ut neyther Miss Claire or Mr. Harry was
inside it. The %mtleman guv a groont, and
| thin ses he: Xcuse me, sir, allow me to
| get out here.”
Mr. Wolley has turned about, and now he
leened over the back of the seet and stuck

his face close up to his gest’s. Thin, at
wanse, they recknised aich other. The
boys too soospicted the trooth at wanse.
Mr. Dudley himsilf was for joomping clane
out of the masheen, but Mr. John opened
the dure wid dlgnuty, and perlitely hilped
him to alite.

We wint, all walking up the path to the
choorch, and we cud see theres a bit of lite |
burmng inside. We wint into the holy
place, which is all very still and quiet wid
only a bit of dim lite up neer the altar;
but under the lite we sor the luvvers, neel-
ing side be side.

eyther Mr. Dudley or Mr. Wolley spoke
a wurd. They joost stud back and let the
praste finish the wurds. Thin, I seen two
gintlemen stip forward an reckymsed them
wid horrow —Museer and Larry Mulvaney.
The latter seen us at the same time, and he
cum, smiling frum eer to eer, up to Mr.
Dud]ey, while the yung cupple stud still
wid hands in aich uthers, looking wid
smiling faces at their fathers, joost as if
indade they were after ixpicting us.

“Mr. Dudley,” ses Larry; ‘“‘ye’ll not be
hauldmgﬂlt aginst me for me thrick. I
Stylish to the finish— Florsheim | | boasted,” ses he, “that 1 cud beet the
Oxfords. They hold the foot in :feing 1l)iZe. It was nl:: brak;—down e wenIa
5 fera. . a, . ter being in on the road,” ses he. *
a .ﬁrm, _glove—hl\e grasp. that is s:mplydoomﬁed ye there,” ses he; ““toguv
neither tight enough to pinch nor the y es time. Besides,” ses he;
loose enough to permit the foot Delia there made a hyer bid for me earv-

d isses. All the welth in the world,” ses he,
to rub. Made over special low “cuddent bye me frum me pinnyliss dar-
shoe lasts.

LOOK FOR NAME IN STB.AP

Button Ox-
ford. Dull
Velvet Calf
Non-Slip-
ping Heels

Comfortable from the start.

For the Whole Family
A'song for every heart, a smile for every eye.
The Victor speaks the universal language of
melody and fun in the living, breathing voice
of pure reality.

Send for new catalogue lof different style Victors from $10/to $1c0

Victor Talking Machine|Company, Camden, N J, U S A

Berliner | Gramophone Co.) Montreal, Canadian’ Distributers

lint.”

Mr. Dud]e{ s silint, but he kipt his eyes
Send stiddily on t gfu g fokes then suddintly
he hild out his to Mr, Wo lley.

“I'm afrade, sir,” ses he, ‘“‘that luv has
won the race!”

Mr. James was acting strayngely. He
wint down the isle in harf a duzzen strydes.
He brort hxs hand down wid a thoomp on
Mr. Harry’s back; then he toorned on his
sister an guv her a smackmg kiss.

Style Book shows ‘“a fit for every foot.””
for it. Muost styles sell for §5.00 and $6.00.

Florsheim & Company

CHICAGO, U.S.A.

The Simultaneous Opening Day thronghout America, for the sale of the new monthly Vietor records, is the 28th of the month before.
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““Claire!” ses he; ‘“ye’ve made me in- : ‘ 0 D
Men sanely happ 3' Conservative Banking \ reésses
and She smiled, and Mr. Harr}w; guy a Iarf . [
“I oonderstarrd auld e; By Mail An Man
Women “and here’s a bit of prujent Sivice, Do it sl ahd oractcal o ‘ y
as I djd tak the ﬁm steemer Which will ts 5(! € anc ]\l..l& U\fl or you to WITH A
Who carry yo’u her-wurds.” deposit money in this strong sav- St]llsll Spring and Qi
s | " “By jove, I willl” ses Mr. James; “I'll ing,:s bank, wherever you live. GIVEN s oo
Appl‘eClate | accipt the Londun corryspondint job to- We allow e “":'zﬁn“
Comfort || ™By b 4 Per Cent Interest E A

By this time the hole family wuz crowd-
ing about the yung fokes, and Mr. Dudley
wuz after kissing the bride and bridegroom
t'f)ol'l andbkimth l};er and M')'i “songy look as for free booklet ‘A’ telling
ef they’s blow there noses hard; but seeing E i eosta f Banking by Mai
they’re in choorch it mite not be perlite. about our sy sh_%o‘;lhn] ing by Mail.

[4

and can meet the requirements of the eckly Benefit u, The
i 3 . General Accident Assur: 8
mostexacting depositors. Send today Lid, of Philadelphia. Cas
all Assets §250,000.00.
A P 4 Made from new patterns. in
the latest styles, duzably trim-
med and finished, equal to many
tailor’s suits at double the price.
Either a Spring and Summer
rain proof &ama—-a pair of
extra Trousers fike suit or fancy

David Cammings. l:istab. 1852.

are buying my shoes, and write me that they are
delighted with them, because they are the easiest
shoes they ever wore. We make them over many
fine lasts, so that they fit neatly and give the foot
a handsome appearance.

Once tried you will always want

The Worth Cushion Sole Shoe The teers run down me nose, and wan

of thim sploshed on Larry’s hand; for I

The sole in this shoe is damp-proof, making i i i i

e Se R s e et kgt v, | | seen him look at it a moment. Thin he Cleveland

rests easily and with an even pressure upon an insole which Whls red in me eer.

exactiy conforms (o' the shape of the foot, nsuring rest ome, auld girl” ses he; ““hop into the Trust Qompang I

and comfo H
Men’s $4.00, $4.50, $5.00 | little masheen which is Joost around the (Savings Bank) |
Women’s  $3.00, $3.50 corney. Maybe, ses he, ‘““we can injuce CLEVELAND, OHIO

el Joum el st hem send v iy rame and ask o | | qum sinsible praste to do us a like favor oh000000. Escemnoe

tonite.” $2,500,000.00 ~$2,500,000.00
And so we wint sneeking out thegither, SO0 Doposlore: ;

wid only the anchman to obsarve us, an

he wid his mouth gaping open and smiling /

a bit beside; for MP Harry do be after

giving him the hole of me forchune to act

The Cummings Co., Dept. V, 406 Washington St,, Boston, Mass,

MARKS &LEECO.,Inc., Tailors to the Consumer
202-204 Market Street, Dept. 109, CHICAGO, ILL.

Big Bargains

"ROFE

in Books

Drop a postal for a copy of our

1907 CATALOGUES

as witniss.
‘‘But dont you be after wun?rmg, swate-
hart,” ses Larry Mulvaney; “for tho ye're
uir yersﬂf now, darlint, its a ritch man I'll
ge air long, wid the grand promisses of Mr.

QULTRY KEEPIN:

An Education Without Cash

THE SATURDAY EVENING PosT offers a full

course, all expenses paid, in any college, con-
servatory or business school in the coumlry in
return for a little work done in leisure hours.

You select the school —we pay the bills. If you
are interested, send a line addressed (o

“Ah go wan, Larry Mu.lvaney'” ses I, | = The Curtis [ v, P
of New and Used Books guving him a squaze of his arm; “‘its only 25 y[ ARS ON
withdrawn from the “ Booklovers” a bit of a thrick I've been playmg ye, me 114\ umw“,m ‘AY
and “Tabard Inn” Libraries. wanting to tist yere troo luv for me or me THE MARKET ;f)“*li}_n of llnunmu ds seat

wilth. Tt was oanly a loan I'm making Mr. | +
| Harry, and its hivvy intrest the lad will be | "
R

Sil

- SAM'L FRENCH, 33 Wnt 224 BN NEW YORK

PA1 ENTS that PROTECT ==

Our8booksfor Inventorsmailed onreceipt ofbcts. stamps

ll S. & A. B. LACEY, Washington, D.C. Estab. 1869

SHORT STORIES — 1o to ScaWord, Wesell

M A K E stories and book MBS, on commission ; we crish-

M 0 N E Y ”x’:cmznlu:\’ls;r':rm and ueym wh«: :.':'.l
by mail. Our free book ln %

WR"'lNG 1t rr!khov nuuﬂon

Thousands of books as good as new
at prices cut in halves and quarters.

Literature, Science, History,
Travel, Biography, Fiction —

all recent publications. Address

Sales Dept., The Tabard Inn Library
1614 Chestnut St., Philadelphia

No -ttnrnay;u fole - “
'I‘l 3 ’l‘ al-
PA N S lowad Write for
Inventor's Giade.
Fi

ranklin . Hough, Loan and Trust Bldg, Washingtea, D C.

after paying on me savings.”

eliable Incubator & Brooder Co., Box B-4, Quiney, il

Globe lncub;}ton_fs

(THE END)

C.C.SHOEMAKER & CO.,

Salcsmcn \’Vantcd w“” ?.fuo‘ag [

| m
Ad

—LIBRARY of 14 hooh— dmﬂu Art of Memery—
C this week for 4 (four) cent t week § cents. Provided
yrusendnhyTHLSTL'ﬂX}RAPN[—_kmuu) Sample
copy 12c ; 3mos. trial 25¢. Price last week %

THE STENOGRAPHER (Estab. 18%9), Piwh

ad PosT
s lll'l’l‘l\.ﬁ)ll S LU '\L\\'Akk N. J. |

Gox 8li3
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